ACT TWO
THIRD GIRL:
The groom
is like a flower of gold.
When he walks,
blossoms at his feet unfold.
SERVANT:
Oh, my lucky girl!
SECOND YOUTH:
Bride, awaken.
SERVANT:
Oh, my elegant girl!
FIRST GIRL:
Through the windows
hear the wedding shout.
SECOND GIRL:
Let the hride come out.
FIRST GIRL:
Come out, come out!
SERVANT:
Let the hells
ting and ring out clear!
FIRST YOUTH:
For here she comes!
For now she's near!
SERVANT:
Like a bull, the wedding
is arising here!
[The BRIDE appears. She wears a black dress in the style of 1900,
with a bustle and large train covered with pleated gauzes and heavy
laces. Upon her hair, brushed in a wave over her forehead, she wears
an orange-blossom wreath. Guitars sound. The GIRLS kiss the BRIDE.]
THIRD GIRL: What scent did you put on your hair?
BRIDE [laughing]: None at all
SECOND GIRL [looking at her dress]: This cloth is what you can*t get
FIRST YOUTH: Here's the groom!
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